

■“ TWeJifjrp'aH'df TBe cehtetittsH oft^e hvo famoPtt 

Por as the fucking child or harmlcflc lamb, 

So is he innocent oftrealbn to our ftate. 

Enter Suffotke. 

Hew now SufiPolkcjWherc s our vnchle? 

Stiff. Dead in his bed,my Lord.Glofteris dead. 

The King falls in a fwaone, 

Qaeene^ Ay me, the King is dcad:help,hclp,my lords. 
Suff. Comfort my Lord, gracious Henry, comfort. 

King What doth.my Lord of SufFollce bid me comfortf 
Came he cuen now to nnga Rauens note, 

And ihinkes he that the therping of a Wren, 

Fy crying comfort through a hollow voice. 

Can latifhe my griefeSjOr cafe mv heart? 

Thou balefull meflenger, out of^ my fight, 

For euen in thy eie-balis murthcr fits. 

Yet donotgorcomcBalaliske 

And kill the fecly gazer with thy lookes. 

Queene Why do you rate my lord ofSufFolkc thus,. 

As ifthat he had caufdc Duke Humphreys death? - 

The Duke and I too, you know were enemies. 

And you had beft fay that I did murthcr him. 

King Ah woe h mc.for wretched Glofters death? 

J^ueene Be Wee for me, more wretched then he was,, 
W'hat doft thou turnc away and hide thy face? 

I am no loathfbme leaper,looke on me. 

Was I forthis nie wrackt vpon the fca? 

And thrice by aukward winds driiien backefrom Englands 
What mightit bode but that well foretelling (hounds,. 

Winds faidjfeeke not a fcorpions neafl:. 

Enterthe Earles of JVarreicke and Saljburg. 

\ TV tir. My lord, the Commons like an angry hiuc ofbee*,. 
Run yp and downc, caring not whom they Ring, 

For good Humphreys death,whom they report 
To be murthered by SufFolke and the Cardinal here. 

King That he is dead (good Warv\ icke)is too true. 

Bat how he died,Godknowes, not Henry. 

War. Enter his priuy chamber mvlord,and vicV\' the boch'; 
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■ houj^SyOf lorneitna,L.<i»cajT^, 

« j Afher Ray you with the rude multitude, til -I rctume. 

IwillfonHc. • exttSalsburj, 

^ Warwicks dbrtmes the curtaines and [heroes D«% 
Hfimphrej in bis hed^ 

r„e AhvncklcGlofter,heauenrcceiuethy foule, 
c,,eUl! PC>o>'^ Henries ioy,now thou art |one. 

War Now bv his foule,that tooke our ibape vpon him. 

To free ysfroni bis fiuhers dreadful curfe, 

I am refolu'd that violent hands were laid, 

YponthclifeofthisfamousDuke. ■ 

Lf. A dreadfull oath fworne with a folemne tongue, 

what inftance giues Lord Warwicke for thefe wordes? 

War. Oft haue 1 fecne a timely parted ghoft, 

Ofalhie feinblancc.pale and bloudleflc: 

Butloeithebloudisfetledinthefacc, ; 

More better coiourcd,then when he hude. 

His well proportioned beard made rough and Itcrnc, 

Hisfin<rcrsfprcadabroadasoneihatgrafptforlife, 

Yet wa^by ftrength furprifde,the Icaft of thefe are probable, 

Jtcannot chufc but he was murthered. 

Queene SuflFolkc and the Cardinall had him in charge, v 

And they T truft fir, are no murthcrers- ^ 

War. "Yea,buttwas wellknownethcy wercnothisfriendSy 

Andtis well feene he found feme enemies. 

Card. But haue you no greater proofes then thefe? 

War. Who fees a heifer dead and bleedingfrelh. 

And fees hard by a butcher with an axe. 

But wil fufpeft twas he th, at made the daughter? 

Who finds the partrige in the putcockesneaft. 

But will imagine how the bird came there, 

Althouglr the Kite foare with vnbloudy beakc? 

Eucn fo fufpitious is this Tragedie. 

J^neene AreyouthcKiteBcwford,whcie’syourtalants? 
,IsSufFolkethe butcher , where’s hisICnife? ' 

’Stif. I vvcarc no Knife to {laughter fleepingmen. 

But heresa vcngcfull (word ruffed with cafe, . 

That lhall be fcoured in his rancarous heart, 
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